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FRENCH PEASANTS. 
‘The French Peasants : or a happy revival of religion effected by 
missions athome. Founded on fact. By Cesar Malan, D. 
D. of Geneva. Author of ‘* European Children.” Published 
' at James Loring’s, 132 Washington Street, Boston. 

Our new Missionaries again went to the village. 
As they passed the first house, they saw the young 
man who tore the tract—he was pruning his vines 
—and they expected he would again insult them; 
but were much pleased to find that he took off his 
hat, and madethemalow bow. The three friends 
returned his salute as they passed; and Edward 
said to his companions, with a smile, “‘ Well, was 
Ia true prophet when I said that perhaps this poor 
man might collect the pieces of the tract and read 
them? Let us take courage; here is one instance 
of improvement at least. We shall see how our 
sick man goes on.” 

Martin was sitting at his little table and the 
Bible was open before him! A sheet of paper lay 
by it; and when the friends entered, Martin was 
‘copying out a passage from the prophet Isaiah. 

“© Well, Martin,” said Edward, “so you are al- 
ways at your studies ?” 

“T delight in them,” replied Martin in a cheer- 
ful.tone, which agreeably surprised the friends ; 
adding, ‘1 have put aside that book of foolish 

try.” 

Philip. ‘‘ How is this, Martin? Is that the 
way you treat your old friends and companions?” 

Martin smiled, and said, “I need not tell you, 
sir, that one soon becomes tired of all things which 
are not really good; and I believe 1 can assure 
you, that Llike this friend far better than the 
other.” As he spoke, he took hold of the Bible 
with an expression of earnestness. 

Edward.’ ‘‘ Then the Magazine and the muses 
are put aside? Have you seen any thing more of 
the Minister?” 

Martin. ‘‘T returned his book, with a letter, 
thanking him, but telling him that I had something 
to read of more importance. In truth, since you 
were here, { have read hardly any thing but this 
precious Book ; and I have copied several passages, 
as you may see.” 

Philip. ‘ What are those marks in the book ?” 

Martin. ‘\ read several times one of the tracts 
you left, and examined all the texts referred to in 


|it. These marks point out the places, and I am 
| copying them.” 

Philip. ‘“ What are you now writing ?” 

Martin read it: it was the beautilul passage, 
Isaiah Ixi. 10, ‘I will greatly rejoice in the Lord ; 
}my soul shall be joyful in my God: for he hath 
| clothed me with the garments of salvation, he hath 
covered me with the robe of righteousness, as a 
bridegroom decketh himself with ornaments, and 
as a bride adorneth herself with her jewels.’ 





Philip. ‘ Do you know who is represented as 
saying this?” 
Martin. ‘Ts it not the prophet ?” 


Philip.” “It is the church of the redeemed of 
the Lord, and, consequently, includes the prophet, 
who is oneofthem. ‘They are the well-beloved of 
the Lord; it includes every soul that has received 
the promise of God, which is the gift of eternal life 
in Christ Jesus. Every true disciple of Christ is 
enabled to adopt thatlanguage. He rejoices in his 
God ; he glories in his everlasting salvation ; for 
he possesses it, and delights therein.” 

The invalid was not advanced thus far in the 
knowledge of the truth. His understanding had 
not yet received many of the heavenly gifts, so that 
he did not comprehend what had just been told him: 
he replied, ‘‘ We must do our utmost to get this 
salvation, and the whole of our lives will not be too 
long for such a work.” 

Philip. ‘Certainly not too long, nor long 
enough, to do—what Christ has done for us! In 
that respect, Martin, you are correct; and I agree 
with you, that, if you try to perform the great work 
of suffering and expiation for sin, which the Son 
of God accomplished, you will not succeed, even 
though your whole life were spent in such endeav- 
ors, or ten thousand other lives in addition, if they 
were given to you.” 

Philip then took the word of Truth; and, after 
having besought God té bless what he was about to 
say, he began to explain the doctrine of the satis- 
faction which our blessed Lord freely offered to the 
unchangeable righteousness of God : for his people 
—for those whom the Father has given to Him, 
that He should give them eternal life (John xvii. 
2;) and for whom He, ‘ who is the Head of the 
body, even of the church,’ (Col. i. 18—22,) offered 
up himself as a perfect and sufficient sacrifice. 
(Heb. x. 10.) 

Martin listened very attentively to the Mission- 
ary. It was easy to perceive that the truth had 
made an impression upon him, and that the errors 
of unbelief, and confidence in his own righteous- 
ness, which naturally spring up in the heart of 
man, were giving way before the peaceable, yet 
powerful, conviction which the sovereign grace of 
God bestows, when it enters and descends, (if 
the expression may beused,) totake up its abode 
in a heart renewed by God the Holy Spirit. 











NARRATIVE. 


“THE MOUNTAIN MILLER.” 


This Tract, which has just been published by 
the American Tract Society, is an authentic narra- 
tive, written by the Rev. William A. Hallock, the 
corresponding secretary. It is a plain and heart- 
touching biography of Joseph Beals, a mountain 
miller, who adorned the gospel of our Lord Jesus 
| Christ, and died in the faith in the town of Plain- 
field, Mass. July 20, 1818. Rev. Mr, Hallock, 
himself a resident of th@ysame town, became ac- 
quainted with Mr. Beals in the year 1800, and had | 
the best opportunity to Jearn the facts which he has 
recorded in such affecting simplicity of language. 
' The following is an outline of the story. 

















Joseph Beals was born in Bridgewater, a few 
miles south of Boston, June, 1754. He ‘there 
imbibed the principle, that external morality, with- 
out a change of heart, is sufficient to secure the 
salvation of the soul, Pecuniary embarrassments, 
occasioned by the struggle for the independence 
of the nation, caused his removal in 1779, to the 
dark forests of the Green Mountains, a beautiful 
range of which sometimes elevating its summits 
into the regions of sublimity, and pouring its pure 
waters from rock to rock into the placid Connecti- 
cut, runs across the State of Massachusetts from 
north to south, leaving Berkshire county on the 
western side of the evergreen hills, and the counties 
of Franklin, Hampshire and Hamden, with their 
luxuriant meadows, on the easternside. Here, for 
ten years, he was known as the strict moralist ; 
but of a morose and unyielding temper, opposed to 
the doctrines of grace, and apt to indulge in mur- 
muring against the allotments of Providence. In 
the year 1789, his house and all his hard-earned 
provisions and comfortable furniture, were con- 
sumed by fire. His rebellion of heart against this 
act of Providence, taught him that he was’fiot in a 
state of mind fit to live in this world, much less fit 
to live in eternity, under the palpable and unveiled 
government of aholy God. After aseason of great 
bitterness and opposition of spirit, he surrendered 
his heart to Christ, and became a humble and hap- 
py disciple. His next care was to pray agonizing- 
ly and use the appointed means for the conversion 
of his wife. ‘This blessing, although long delayed 
by her uncommon opposition of heart, came at 
length, to add to his spiritual enjoyments. 

About the year 1798, he purchased a corn-mill; 
and thus, as it afterwards appeared, under the di- 
rection of heaven, opened for himself a sanctuary 
of holy influence over those whose business fre- 
quently called them to the mill.—The good effected 
by the pious miller under this humble roof will, . 
doubtless, overbalance the moral benefits achieved 
in many a stately edifice of higher pretensions than 
the mountain corn-mill. It was to the “ miller’ 
that the troubled, doubting saint came to ask the 
balm of his Christian sympathy ; it was to him that 
the affrighted sinner came when his sins rolled up 
before the vision of his soul higher than the rocky 
cliffs around him—he came to ask for salvation 
from one who knew where to direct him. The 
aged and the young, the saint and the sinner, alike 
received their appropriate warning and encourage- 
ment. 

Death came into the “ mountain miller’s” family. 
His beloved, eldest daughter, in all the bloom of 
youth, suddenly departed on that journey from 
whence none return, without giving her father 
satisfactory evidence of holy affections of heart. 
This was a trial for a father who had labored so 
incessantly for his daughter's conversion. How 
did he bear this great affliction? We quote from 
the faithful narrative. His Christian friends, wha 
came in great numbers to sympathize with him, saw 
in his sweet and placid countenance a glow which 
betokened more than earthly peace and joy, Tt 
was the custom of the plain and affectionate people 
among whom he resided, after the funeral exercises, 
to place the coffin on a table a little distance from 
the house, where all who where present might take 
a last look at the deceased; after which, they would 
fall back ‘in a circle, while the bereaved relatives 
approached for the same purpose. Such'was the 
proceeding on this occasion. The devout miller 
presented himself, with his broken-hearted wife and 
children beside him, uncovered his head, and with 
a countenance so serene and joyful that its expres- 
sion will never be obliterated from the minds of 
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many who were present, placed his hand upon the | 
coffin's edge, and in a voice mellowed by the burst-| 
ing emotions of his heart, began to speak to the 


some words, or forgot some parts of my lesson, or 
had to be told the begining of some verses, then 
only “one mill” was given me. All these tickets 


sympathizing friends around him of the sweet con-| were carefully kept till a certain day appointed by 


solations of religion in such an hour as this. He 
appealed to them, that they knew how he loved her 
whose remains lay before him—how suddenly she 
had been called into eternity ; but assured them, 
such had been the kindness and mercy of God to 
him in this affliction—such the spiritual consolations 
he had received—such the smiles of the Saviout’s 
countenace, and the joys of his presence, that that 
day had been the happiest day of his life; and the 
sweet peace lie had experienced outweighed all the 
joys of earth. He proceeded to remind them, that 
they could now do no more for her who was de- 
rted than to deposit her remains in the grave. 
e commended to them that religion which he now 
found so precious, urging all who knew not its con- 
solations to embrace it without delay, and all who 
had embraced it to be more holy, and come up more 
fully to the enjoyment of the privileges to which 
their Redeemer invited them. Thus he proceeded 
for some minutes to give vent to the feelings of his 
heart, in a strain of surpassing interest; but the 
precise language, and its more definite import, itis 
to be regretted that none, at this distance of time, 
¢an distinctly remember. Many a veteran in sin, 
who had seldom wept before, united his sympathies 
with the throbbing bosoms of youth, in witnessing 
- this scene ; and hardened unbelievers,as they re- 
tired from it, were heard to say, ‘‘I thought the 
religion of those @alled devout Christians was a 
‘delusion. I once called Joseph Beals a hypocrite; 
; but when I saw and heard him to-day, at his daugh- 
ter’s funeral, I knew he had something to support 
him that I had never experienced.” 
In the summer of 1813, the ‘‘ mountain miller’s” 
pantings after heavenly rest were satisfied. He 
. was taken suddenly ill with a fever, which, after a 
few days, terminated his life.—‘* His body was in- 
terred in the grave-yard, near his accustomed place 
of worship, where a rough stone, bearing his name, 
, and the date of his death, is all that remains 
the “‘ Mountain Miller.” His death was record- 
ed in. the country newspapers, with this expressive 
and appropriate motto : ‘* His presence animated the 
jan and awed the sinner ;”” which would have 


” been the whole story of this humble individual, had 


not some specia! indications of Providence convin- 
ced the writer of his duty to communicate it for the 
benefit, he trusts, of thousands. 

it Badger’s Weekly Messenger. 
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From the Sabbath School Instructer. 
MY TEACHER,.—No. 2. 

I love tolook back on past years, and tell of 
things which happened in childhood. And this is 
one reason why I have attempted to give my little 

ders some t of my teacher, and my Sab- 
bath School, Another reason is, that I hope it may 
do some good. Young friends, you here may see 
how far I failed in doing my duty, how little I once 
regarded the privilege I enjoyed, and how careless 
Iremained under the faithful instructions of a pious 
teacher.—And while you read of the faults of one, 
who now deeply laments them, will not you resolve 
that it shall not be thus with you ?—that you will 
hearken to the counsel and advice of your teachers, 
and try to become better children, and be prepared 
to enter on the active duties of life, with new feel- 
ings, new desires, and new hearts? 

hen I attended the Sabbath School, we had 
nolibrary as you have now ; but if we were punctual 
i@ our attendance and learned well our lessons, 
we were rewarded by small tickets, on which were 

i some verse or verses from the Scriptures. 

ides this, ‘“‘ one mill” was printed on some, on 
others “three mills,” or «“five mills.” This I 
- believe was the highest ticket we received at any 
one time, except when we exchanged the small 
enes for “ten mill” tickets. Now when I was a 
good boy, and recited well my lesson, I would re- 
ogive a “ five mill” ticket » a roward ;. if I leftout 





the teachers, when they were all carried to school, 
and counted as so much money, and then we re- 
ceived our full pay in little books. Some of the 
scholars’ tickets would amount to twelve cents, 
some to six, while others only to four. I remem- 
ber, just as though it was but last week, how 
pleasant and happy my teacher looked, when he 
took my tickets and handed me the books. “ Take 
good care of your books,” he would say, ‘‘ and read 
them carefully.” And [think I obeyed him—for 
Tnot only read my books through and through then, 
but tothis day, 1 have them in my book-case. 1 
would not part with them for any thing—not be- 
cause they are worth so much, but because my 
teacher gave them tome. When I take them up 
and read them, as I occasionally do, my mind goes 
back to childhood, and a very happy feeling comes 
joverme. Dear Sabbath School children, not only 
read the books your teachers give you, but keep 
them till you grow old, and depend upon it, they 
will afford you a great deal of pleasure in years to 








come. 
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From the Youth’s Friend. 
LETTERS FROM THE VALLEY or THE MISSISSIPPI. 
No. IL. 

My dear son,—I told you in my last letter, my 
journey over the mountains. This ridge of moun- 
tains, called the Alleghany, extends from the south- 
ern part of the United States, to its northern boun- 
dary, and divides the waters which run into the 
Atlantic from those which flow into the Mississippi. 
That part of the United States lying west of these 
mountains and east of the Roeky mountains, is 
called the Valley of the Mississippi, and is a Jevel 
country. ‘The passage over these mountains is slow 
and dangerous, as I told you. ‘This I had cause to 
feel myself; for while the stage-coach was passing 
over the highest of the ridges, called the Cove 
mountain, it was about midnight, a deep rat being 
on one side of the road, we were in an instant 
turned over; and being all asleep at the time, 
the first notice we had of our danger, was the 
crash with which we came down. 

The carriage was full of people and the ground 
very smooth, and falling on the safe side of the road, 
no injury was suffered, except the breaking of the 
stage ; and we got out at the windows as fast as we 
could, and were rejoiced to find, when we were all 
out, that no one was hurt in the least. So I could 
not but think that the Lord had kindly preserved 
us when in great danger; and thought it must be 
a pleasant thing to trust in the Lord always; for 
we never know when we are in danger, and we are 
always kept by the power of God. If we will only 
think of this, we will feel as much at ease in a 
storm at sea, as we should sitting securely at home 
on a pleasant day. Thousands of people pass 
through such dangers unhurt, while people die al- 
most every day, either walking or sitting among 
their friends, or sleeping in their beds.—Now if we 
will trust in God, and have faith in the Lord Jesus 
Christ, we shall not be afraid of death; for weshall 
be sure that God will keep us alive as long as it is 
for our good ; and more than this, that when we 
die, he will only take us home to himself, as a kind 
father who has placed his son in a state of trials. 

I saw one thing which surprised me not a little. 
There was one of the persons in the stage, I will 
not call him a gentleman, for he swore, and used 
profane words, which no gentleman will do, whether 
he is a Christian or an infidel, no matter how well 
he may look in his dress. You know my friend, 
Mr. H. isa very good man, and very kind.—Now 
as soon we were all outof the carriage, this-swear-. 
ing man, who had been talking a great deal about 
how he would fight the mail robbers, if they came 
to us, was so terrified, that he did not know what 
he was doing: He behaved like a little child, so 
that [could not. but laugh at him, although we were 

















ona very dreary mountain, at midnight, and the 
snow falling fast. But Mr H. was just the reverse 
of this man. He was as calm as if nothing had 
happened, called upon the passengers to set to work: 
so we got stakes, and with all our might applied, 
Mr. H. working harder than any of us, we set up 
the broken carriage on the wheels, and made our 
way safely to a stage house, where we got another 
carriage, and went on our journey. I had often 
heard that people who brag were apt to be cowards ; 
but I was really surprised to find this swearing, 
fighting man so frightened, as to have lost the little 
senses he had; and if the rest had been like him, 
we might have perished on the cold bleak moun- 
tain. I thought then, how often we were mistaken 
about people ; and thata mild Christian was almost 
certain to be a better help, and a braver man, in 
time of danger, than a bold profane sinner.—In my 
next letter I will tell you about Pittsburgh, the first 
town I came to in the great valley.—May the 
Lord keep you in his love. Your father, H. D. 


RELIGION. 








For the Youth’s Companion. 

A CHILD’S DYING REFLECTION AND ADVICE. 
—Iam going to die! The Doctor says I can’t 
live but a little while. In a short time, I must be 
laid in the grave, and the earth will be piled upon 
my coffin. I must leave my dear Pa and Ma, my 
kind brothers and sisters, my playmates my pleasant 
walks and my Sabbath School—I must leave them all 
and die. ButI don’t want to die—I am not ready 
—I have not been sorry for my sins—I have not 
believed on the Lord Jesus Christ. O must I die, 
and bid farewell forever to all the instructions, the 


prayers of my dear friends? Will they never tell. 


me again what I must do to be saved? will they 
never relate to me again the story of Jesus Christ’s 
sufferings? Shall I never listen again to the voice 
of my dear mother? How often has she sat by my 
bed-side and told me stories about pious boys and 
girls and read to me from the Bible, and entreated 
me to remember my Creator while I was young; 
and when I had done any thing very wicked, she 
has carried me into her chamber and prayed for 
me, with her dear hand resting on my head. Shall 
I never again listen to the teachings of my 
Sabbath School Teacher? How often has she 
talked with me about being prepared to die, and 
explained, so that I could understand what I must 
do that I might be prepared ; how often too have I 
seen her cry when talking to me about these things! 
and how often have I made the resolution that I 
would try to be a Christian immediately. All these 
instructions and opportunities are now ended; I 
shall soon give an account to my Maker how they 
have been improved ; I shall soon give an account 
of the manner in which I have spent the hours at 
the Sabbath School, and of all the thoughts I have 


ever had and all the words I have ever spoken. | 


And how can I go without a Saviour to plead for 
me beforea just God! But I must go; death will 
not wait ; he is standing at the door, ready to carry 
me away to that place -of misery, prepared for the 
devil and his angels!—O dreadful state! But I 
alone am to blame—TI had instructions, but did not 
listen to them; I was told my duty, but did notdo 
it; and now I am going to reap the reward of my 
folly ; my day of grace is over, my probation is at 
an end. 

Before I leave thig world, I want to say a very 
few words to my friends, and playmates; and J 
hope, my dear friends, you will recollect them when 
Iam dead—they are. the last words I shall ever 
speak to you. I would say to you all, prepare to 
die; while you are in health. Perhaps not one of 
you is expecting to die till you grow up. You have 
seen your little friends carried on the hearse to the 
burying ground ; your teachers have told you, that 
you might be the next to go, but it has had no ef- 
fect. “*O no,” you have said to yourself, “ if*can- 
not be I, for Iam perfectly well.” And so I was, 
a few days ago, and thought just as you think. But 





here I am on a death bed, and it is my la est. 
that you seek religion immediately. You.must not 
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mind what your parents and teachers tell you, so | 


that you may become Christians. O do listen to 
aay dying words—my strength is fast failing—I can 
say no more—prepare—prepare to die ! 

My young friends, if you don’t want to be as 
miserable as this child was on her dying bed, if you 


don’t want to be miserable after you die, follow the | 


advice given you—become Christians immediately. 
‘And then whether you die suddenly or not, your 
‘last hours will be happy. Your Friend, O. A. 


——Pe—- 
From the Sabbath School Instructer. 
A NEW HEART, 
BETTER THAN A THOUSAND DOLLARS. 

I was riding in a stage-coach, a few days since, 
with a gentleman from Ohio, who had formerly 
been a teacher in the Sabbath School of A ‘ 
As we were passing a two story house on the edge, 
of A , he pointed to it, and, turning to me, said, 
“A little girl who used to live there, was in my 
class at the Sabbath School, aud became pious 
while I was her teacher.” Jie then told me the 
following circumstances connected with her conver- 
sion.—‘‘I was talking to my class one day,” said he, 
“ pretty earnestly, and urging upon them the duty 
ef giving their hearts to God, when I suddenly 
turned to this girl, and said to her, Mary, if I had 
a thousand dollarsin one hand, and a new heartin 
the other, and should offer you your choice, which 
would you take? JF then explained to her what 








| had visited the day before. 














BENEVOLENCE. 








From the Sabbath School Instructer. 
: VISIT TO 45. SICK SCHOLAR, 

Last evening I took tea with the superindendent 
of a Sabbath Scliool. After talking sometime 
about Sabbath Schools, he told me of a little girl 
belonging to his school, who is sick, and whom he 
She is about 10 years 
old, and has been a very constant scholar fora 
number of years. 

After tea, this superintendent said he wanted to 
call. and see this little girl, and invited me to go 
with him. I was very glad to go, for I love Sabbath 


| School children, and whenever they are sick I want 


to see them. 

Well, we started, and all along as we went, this 
man continued to talk about poor little Maria, and 
his former visitto her. Itseems she wasvery much 
pleased to see her superintendent. She always 
loved him, but now he was so kind as to call and 
see a poor sick child, she loved him more than ever. 
As he went out, Marta said to her mother, “ I wish 
I had something which Mr. —— would like, I 
want to give him something so.” 

Another time, when a little girl who belonged to 
her class came in to see her, she said—* Poor 
Sarah, how I wish I had something to give her.” 
She then asked her mother to go to the drawer, 
and see ifshe could not find something among her 


was meant by a new heart—that if her heart was| little things, for Sarah. Her mother went, and 
changed she would love God and hate sin: she! brought her a beautiful little box. Maria said, 
would be prepared to go to heaven. Now, Mary,|‘*O, Ma, do give that to Sarah, I shal} never want 
which would yoa choose? the thousand dollars or|it again. If f should get well, I shall never want 
the new heart? She looked down thoughtfully for | it—I want Sarah should have it.” 

a moment, an-J then, looking up in my face with a| At length we came to the house. It was rather 
smile, said, J, should choose the new heart. And/|small, but looked very comfortable. We went in 
why, said I, would you choose the new heart ? Be-| and spent some time talking with her mother about 
cause, said Mary, the thousand dollars would only |her sick little child. She is a good, Christian 
do me good in this life, but the new heart would woman, and seemed to bea very kind, affectionate 
make me happier in this life, and in the life to come | mother, for her eyes would often fill with tears, 
also. Well, said I, go home and think of it. You}when she mentioned something that Maria had 
may havea new heart, for God has promised to give | said; or told us what distressing turns she had ; 
it to all, who ask it of him, in sincerity and truth, | or that she appeared just asa little son of hers did, 
Now, if any person had promised you a thousand! but a shorttime before he died ; and that she feared 











dollars if you would ask for it, you would be very | her beloved daughter would not live. 


willing to make the request: why then, if you| 


She said Maria had appeared quite serious, at 


would rather have a new heart than this sum of | times, for some months; and two or three times, 


mouey, do you not go to God and ask him to give it 
to you? She iooked thoughtful and promised me that 
she would think of it. She accordingly went home 
and did think of the subject deeply and seriously. 
One hundred dollars, thought she, is a great deal of 
money ; two hundred is more still, and a thousand 
isavery greatsum. I should like to have so much 
money—lI could buy a great many things. But I 
told my teacher I would rather have a new heart, 
than this great sum of money, and so I should, for 
T shall die soon, and then the thousand dollars will 
do me no good, but the new heart will make me 
happy forever. Her mind was occupied with such 
thoughts as these for several days, till at length, 
she did choose the new heart. She then sent for 
me to come and see her, and I found her rejoicing 
in her happy choice.” 

You, my dear little readers, all need a new heart 
as much as this little girl. You need to love God, 
that he may love you and bless you. Why then 
will you not make the same choice that this little 
girl did? Why will you not seek a new heart, 
with as strong a desire to obtain it, as she did? I 
do not know, whether Mary is now alive or not, 
but I do know that, if she did really obtain a new 
heart, she has never repented ofherchoice. Ifshe 
is still alive, she has not been sorry that she did not 
choose the thousand dollars, for the love of God has 
been better to her than all the world. If she is 
dead, she is not sorry that she chose the new heart, 
for it has carried her to heaven and made her hap- 
py there in the presence of God and of all the 
angels. Let me then say to every. little boy and 
gitl who reads this short story, if you wish to be 
truly rich, choose a new heart ; for it és beter than 
@ thousand dollars. It will make you rich and 
happy here, and hereafter. 





since she has been sick, she has been very much 
affected. Sometimes she has asked her mother to 
read to her in the Bible. Her mother asked her 
where she should read. She told her, ‘* About the 
sufferings of Christ.’’—Her mother asked her if she 
remembered what she had read in the Bible, and 
learned in the Sabbath School, and heard in the 
meeting-house? She said she remembered all 
— that, but she feared she was not prepared to 
ie. 

Her mother told us that Maria had always been 
very much attached to her teacher, and whenever 
she passed by the house, or spoke to her, before she 
was sick, she would run in and tell her mother, that 
she had seen her teacher. 

The superintendent went in and saw Maria a 
short time, and then cameand asked me to go in. 

I went in, and there the poor little girl lay, all 
pale and weak, and when I first saw her I could 
hardly help weeping. She looked very pleasant 
and lovely. She had a small piece of white cloth 
in her hands, which she was picking to pieces with 
a pin. 

I did not talk a great while with her, because 
she was too weak. 

After asking her several questions about her 
sickness—how long she had been sick; and 
whether she expected to get well, &&c.—I spoke 
about the Sabbath School. She said she loved to 
go to the Sabbath School, and was hardly ever ab- 
sent. She wanted always to be there on the Sab- 


bath, and when it rained too. 
Well Maria what book do you best like to read ? 
‘1 like to read the Bible best.” 


And what person in the Bible do yoo best like 
to read about? 


Jesus Christ.” 





ee 


Why? what has Jesus Christ done, that makes 
you like toread about him? 

‘* He has died on the cross for sinners, so that 
they may go to heaven.” 

Can all go to heaven? 

“If they love and obey God, they can.” 

Can you and I goto heaven, if we love and obey 
God? 

“Yes, Sir.” 

Maria, do you love and obey God, so that, if you 
should not get well, but die, you can go to heaven? 
The poor little girt did not answer me. I sup 
she feared she was not prepared to die, as she had 
before told her mother. 

I then asked Maria what I should tell Sabbath 
School children, when I saw them? She was silent 
and seemed to bethinking. Maria can’t you think 
of something which you would like to have me say 
to them? Perhaps, if I tell them what a sick child 
says, it may do them a great deal of good. 

She then said, “‘ Tellall Sabbath School children 
that they must love and obey God—if they do not 
they can never go to heaven.” 

How do you know, Maria, that none can go to 
heaven unless they love and obey God ? 

“ Because the Bible says so.” 

But can’t you and I go to heaven unless we love 
and obey God? 

**No, Sir.” 

I then entreated Maria to pray to the dear 
Saviour for a new heart, and to love and obey God 
herself now; and told her I hoped she would be 
prepared to meet all good Sabbath School children 
in heaven. 

She thanked me for coming to see her, and asked 
me to come again; and then very pleasantly bade 

For the Youth's Ci 


me a good bye. 
CHILDREN’S DUTIES, 


It were well if children would continually seek 
to find out what their appropriate duty is, in their 
little sphere of action, and always try to act accord- 
It would secure for them mor® friends, 
relieve their parents of many anxieties, and cause 
their youthful sky to be hung with brighter stars of 
joy. It is an unquestionable duty for them to obey 
their parents in all things, and strive to promote 
their happiness, by forsaking evil habits, and con, 
tinually re bering that the eye of God is upon 
them. Sh they become profane, and break. 
the just commands of their Maker, it would cause 
their parents hearts to ache, and fill their souls with 
sorrow. Children should also obey their teachers, 
and especially their Sabbath School teachers. 
They are willing to instruct you, and nothing" 
pleases them more than to have your whole atten- 
tion when you are addressed. They think about 
you during the week and daily pray for you—and 
how undeserving of a teacher’s care must that child 
be, who disregards all his pious warnings and com- 
mits those sins, from the commission of which he is 
so faithfully warned. Plead not want of faithful 
admonition asan excuse for disobeying your parents 
and teachers, for they are always—if they are the 
followers of Christ—setting virtue and vice before 
you, and inviting you to cleave to the one, and 
warning you to flee from the other. And could . 
you realize the joy that they would feel on your 
turning from the service of sin and satan unto God, 
I verily believe that you would not remain another 
hour in your present state. As you value all that 
is great and good, I beg you at all times to listen 
to their faithful’ admonitions ; and when you are 
removed from their eye, let their precepts serve as 
a barrier, over which you cannot pass into the ways 
of sin, without serious injury to your own eternal, 
interests. D. 





MISCELLANY. 








ingly. 


eee 
AXIOMS. 
The man whose word can always be depended 
upon, is sure to be always honored. 
There is nothing more worthy of a man than. 





truth; nothing makes him feel sodespicable asa fie. 
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YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
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CONVERSION OF A YOUTH. 

The Christian Index contains an account of a three 
days’ meeting at Upper Freehold, in a letter from broth- 
er James M. Challiss, dated at Imlay’s Town, N. J. Ju- 
ly 6. After giving intelligence of a number of baptisms, 
he relates the following case :—“A young lady, 16 years 
of age, came to the above meeting on Lord's day even- 
ing, with her gay and thoughtl panions, as un- 
concerned about her precious soul as usual. But under 
the sermon — by Brother Rhees, the arrow was 








directed, and she “ was exer in the heart ;” when 
the invitation was given for ] » her 
were still i yet she h d to comply; but 





soon felt she could not let the opportunity pass. She 
asked some of her young associates to go with her, but 
they refused ; atlength she came withoutthem. From 
this meeting her distress inued, and inued to 
increase ; until such was the anguish of her soul, that 
she was incapable of taking her part in the affairs of 
the family ; and though before of an unusual lively turn, 
was now scarcely heard to utter a word from morning 
till evening; she had now no inclination to cat, or 
compose herself to sleep. This bitterness of soul con- 
tinued until her parents (who it is to be feared never 
knew any thing of this in themselves) could not con- 
ceive what was the matter, and fears were entertained 
by them that she was becoming melancholy. The 
requested her to go into company and not be so muc 
alone ; but ah! her former companions were no com- 
pany for her now. All she wanted was her Bible 
and her closet ; reading for instruction and praying for 
mercy. The following Sabbath evening she found an 
opportunity of taking a lonely walk up the neighbour- 
ing pond, in order to read and pray ; hoping if possible 
to find some relief to her aching heart; at length re- 
turned to the house, but returned to mourn. The night 
came on, the family retired to rest, but as yet there was 
no rest for her; she read and prayed till very late at 
night, then threw herself on the bed and fell into a 
doze, but soon rose to pray again. Thus the night was 
spent in wrestling with God for relief. About day 
break she rose again to pray, and continued in prayer 
till her bodily strength became almost exhausted; she 
took up her Testament again, if perhaps there might 
‘be something there for her: she was directed to the 
Mth of John. As she read, light began to flow into her 
soul, she read till she came to the 27th verse, “ Peace 1 
leave with you,” when she was set at perfect liberty, 
and led to rejoice with ecstacy ; her joy now equals her 

vious sorrow. Like the woman of Samaria, she ran 
to her neighbours and young companions to tell them 
what the Lord had done for her soul. She is now, go- 
ing on her way with joy. Since her conversion she 
has engaged in prayer with her neighbours, and also 
ewith her parents.” 





--2e— 
THE TWIN SISTERS, 

The following interesting incident occurred at a recent Presbyte- 
rian Camp-Meeting held at Walnut Hills, Ohio, and is extracted 
from a letter published in the N. Y. Observer of the 30th ult., giv- 
ing an account of the meeting. 

Among the anxious inquirers, who were ve- 
‘ry numerous, were a pair of twin sisters, four- 
teen years of age, daughters of an elder in one of 
the Dut, who came forward at the same in- 
stant and in company, overwhelmed with a sense of 
their need of pardoning mercy, and virtually ask- 
ing—what shall we do to be saved? The father 
‘witnessing this movement in his daughters, and 
filled with such emotions as might be expected 
‘at such a sight, could not refrain from making 
some attempts to speak with them, as they sat to- 
gether, weeping for their sins. As a matter of 
convenience, their heads being lew, he knelt be- 
fore them on one of his knees—and no sooner did 
they perceive it was their father, than both of them 
fell simultaneously upon his neck, one upon one 
shoulder and the other upon the other, his head 
between theirs—and each with an arm about the 
father’s neck—and in this condition the father and 
his twin daughters remained, as if chained, and 
wept, and wept, and wept. And all, who witnes- 
sed the spectacle, wept, and wept, and wept. 
And those dear children, born into the world in 
one hour, were in one hour born into the kingdom 
of Christ, and in the same hour enabled to hope 


in the glory of God. Whata picture! It wasa - 


sight, which angels might covet to see—a sight, 
which probably never happened before, and very 
likely will never happen again in a form so inter- 
esting, so perfect, to subduing. 


oo 
HEROISM, 


thus remained imprisoned by the waves, and in 
momentary danger of destruction. They were dis- 
covered from the banks, stretching forth their 
hands, screaming and imploring succor, while frag- 
ments of the remaining arch were continually drop- 
ping into the water. 

In this extreme danger, a nobleman who was 
present, a count Pulverni, I think, held out a purse 
of 100 sequins, as a reward to any adventurer who 
would take a boat and deliver this unhappy family. 
But the risk was so great of being borne down by 
the rapidity of the stream, or being dashed against 
the fragments of the bridge, or, of being crushed by 
the falling stones, that not one in the vast number 
of spectators, had courage enough to attempt such 
an exploit. 

A peasant passing along, was informed of the 
proposed reward. Immediately jumping into a boat 
he, by strength of oars gained the middie of the 
river, brought his boat under the pile, and the whole 
family descended in safety by means of a rope. 
‘Courage !” cried he, ‘‘ now you are safe.” Bya 
still more strenuouseffort, and great strengthofarm, 
he brought the boat and family ashore. 

** Brave fellow,” exclaimed the count, handing 
the purse to him, “here is the promised recom- 
pense.” ‘I, shall never expose life for money,” 
answered the peasant. ‘My labor is sufficient liveli- 
hood for myself, my wife and children. Give the 
purse to this poor family who has lost all.” 


—-e— 
ANECDOTE OF MR. WESLEY. 

Rev. Samuel Wesley, Sen. while residing in 
London, went one day into a coffee-house, to obtain 
some refreshment. There were some gentlemen in 
a box at the other end of the room where he was; 
one of whom, an officer of the guards, swore dread- 
fully. Mr. Wesley saw that he could not speak to 
him without much difficulty. He, therefore, desired 
the waiter to bring him a glass of water. When 
it was brought, he said aloud, ‘‘ Carry it to the gen- 
tleman in the red coat, and desire him to wash his 
mouth after his oaths.” The officer rose up in a 
fury, but the gentlemen in the box laid hold of him, 
and cried out, ‘‘ Nay colonel, you gave the first of- 
fence. You see the gentleman is a clergyman. 
You know that it is an affront to swear in his pres- 
ence.” The officer was thus restrained, and Mr. 
Wesley departed. 

Some years afterwards, being again in London, 
and walking in St. James’ park, a gentleman joined 
him, who after some conversation, inquired if he 
recollected having seen him before? Mr. Wesley 
replied in the negative. The gentlemen then recal- 
led to his remembrance the scene at the coffee- 
house ; and added—“ Since that time, sir, I thank 
God I have feared an oath, and every thing that is 
offensive to the Divine Majesty; and as I have a 
perfect recollection of you, I rejoiced at seeing you, 
and could not refrain from expressing my gratitude 
to God and you.” ‘A word spoken in season, 
how good is it.” 


oe 
FEMALE COURAGE. 

Mrs. M , the widow of a sea captain formerly 
in the service of the British government, during her 
husband’s life-time, accompanied him on all his 
voyages. On one occasion he fell sick, and was 
confined to his berth, when a furious storm arose, 
and continued for some days with such unceasing 
violence that the sailors became discouraged, and 
as is too often the case under such circumstances, 
insisted” upon obtaining entrance into the spirit 
room. 








The following generous action is worthy of 
record, there is somewhat even of sublime in it. 

A great inundation having taken place in the 
north of Italy, owing to an excessive fall of snow of 
the Alps, followed by a speedy thaw, the river Adige 
carried off a bridge near Vienna, excépt the middle 

‘ part on which was the house of the toll-gatherer, or 
porter, 1 forget which, and who with his own family 





The mate descended to the cabin, and calling 
Mrs. M—— aside, he said, ‘* If your husband can 
possibly come on deck, let him make the effort. 
The sailors threaten mutiny. I have lost all com- 
mand over them, and they begin to talk of forcing 
the spirit room door. If they do, nota soul on board 
can be saved.” 

She bade the mate go on deck, and do what he 


and then she returned to her husband’s bed-side. 
He lay in a dangerous state, and she knew that any 
sudden exertion would risk his life. No one would 


‘ 








could to keep the sailors quiet for a few minutes, | 


have thought, to have looked at Mrs. M.’s beautiful 
and feminine features, and small, delicate figure, 
that she was fitted to act the heroine. But great 
dangers sometimes call forth unexpected powers. 
She took her husband's pistols, which hung loaded 
over his berth, descended to the spirit room, and 
stationed herself with her back to the door. She 
had remained in that position but a few minutes, 
when a noise was heard on deck, and the sailors 
rushed down stairs in a body. The foremost stopped 
when he saw his captain’s lady, and all looked at 
her with astonishment. She cocked one of the 
pistols and addressed them. ‘‘ The first man that 
takes another step down these stairs it shall cost 
him his life.” So much resolution fairly awed the 
rough tars. ‘Come, my lads,” she added ina 
mild tone, ‘‘ go on deck. When the blow is over, 
I promise you, you shall have a good dram each.” 
Never did military harangue produce a happier 
effect. The sailors gave her three cheers, returned 
cheerfully to their work, and the ship was saved. 
—-2e— 


AXIOMS. 

Men often act lies without speaking them. All 
false appearances are lies. All shuffling and pre- 
varications are lies. 

Want of punctuality is lying. 








POETRY. 








GOD’s MERCY. 

Thy love doth raise our warmest praise, 
% Lord, to thee, in heaven ; 

Accept the lay we raise to day, 
For sins thon hast forgiven. 

Thy goodness God, is shed abroad, 
Throughout this favor’d land, 

Sinners have found thy grace abound, 
And welcom’d by thy hand. 

O, may thy love, still from above, 
Refresh this sinful earth, 

Thy blessings flow till all shall know, 
Thy much neglected worth. 

And may thy word by all be heard, 
And like a lamp, direct 

Those willing feet, inclined to keep, 
Without the snarer’s net. 

O, may the youth who’ve found the truth, 
In Samuel’s God rejoice, 

Be bless’d like him, and flee the ein 
The wicked make their choice. 

And in that day when death has sway, 
And mortal scenes grow dim, , 

May we depart,—assured in heart, 
Our trust aud faith in Heaven. W.A. 


eo 
From the Bosten Centinel. 
LINES ON AN INFANT. 


When I gaze upon that infant, 
In its calm and placid sleep— 

I know not if my lips should smile, 
Or if my eyes should weep. 

Though cherub in its loveliness 
He seems before me now,— 

I know that many a cloud shal} shade 
That fair and sunny brow. 

He seems to smile in innocence, 
His dreams are sweet and light,— 

1 would that he might never know 
A dream less pure and bright. 

His little lips are parted now, 
As if he meant to speak— 

Can words of passion ever come, 
From one so fair and meek. 

And mark upon his fair, smooth cheek, 
The roses mantling there— 

Oh never may the blush of shame 
Their loveliness impair. 

His little hand sq fair and white, 
That from its covering strays— 

Oh that some angel hand might take, 
And guide him in his ways. 

His swelling breath, that gently heaves, 
Knows yet no sigh nor care— 

But ah! how soon may passions wild 
Be known and foster’d there. 

The world! the world will tempt thee, 
Thou sweet and lovely thing— 

’T will throw its charms around thee, 
That lure thee but to sting. 

And as I gaze upon thee, 
While gently sleeping there, 

I can’t but sigh to think of this, 
And breathe to Heaven a prayer, 

That though thy path of life may be 
With many a cloud o’ercast— 

His hand may ever follow thee, 
And lead thee home at last. T. z Ss. 
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